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strange and sweet suspense. The idea that is gained with
effort affords far greater satisfaction than that which is
acquired with dangerous facility. We dwell with more
fondness on Lhe perfume of the flower which we have our-
selves tended, than on the odour of that which we cull with
carelessness, and cast away without remorse. The strength
and sweetness of our knowledge depend upon the impression
which it makes upon our own minds. It is the liveliness
of the ideas that it affords which renders research so
fascinating, so that a trifling fact or deduction, when dis-
covered or worked out by our own brain, affords us
infinitely greater pleasure than a more important truth
obtained by the exertions of another.

I thought only of my books, and was happy. I was
emancipated from my painful selfism. My days passed in
unremitting study. My love of composition unconsciously
developed itself. My note-books speedily filled, and my
annotations soon swelled into treatises. Insensibly I had
become an author. I wrote with facility, for I was master
of my subject. I was fascinated with the expanding of my
own mind. I resolved to become a great historical writer.
Without intention I fixed upon subjects in which imagina-
tion might assist erudition, I formed gigantic schemes
which many lives could not have accomplished: yet was I
sanguine that I should achieve all. I mused over an
original style, which was to blend profound philosophy
and deep learning and brilliant eloquence. The nature of
jnan and the origin of nations were to be expounded in
glowing sentences of oracular majesty.

Suddenly the University announced a gold medal for
the writer of the ablest treatise upon the Dorian people.
The subject delighted me; for similar ones had already
engaged my notice, and I determined to be a candidate.

I shut myself up from all human beings; I collected all
fclie variety of information tha* I could glean from the most